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then balanced on thumb and forefinger, and tossed into
the mouth. It is impolite to lick one's fingers, or to put
them in one's mouth.

When we had finished, we went outside the tent again,
and scrubbed our hands thoroughly in the sand. The
grease itself with which the right hand was covered to
the wrist supplied a soapy moisture, and the process was
completed without the need of water.

After we had eaten, the other warriors had their fill, in
succeeding groups, and what remained was carried into
the Tiareem for the women.

The nights are always chilly in the desert, and Mitkhal,
thinking that my blanket might not be heavy enough,
brought me a clean white cotton quilt. I was to sleep on
the same mattress and rugs where we had been sitting. I
had been told that even in the tents of the great sheiks
I might encounter vermin, but I never did. The Bedouins
are rarely troubled by lice; bedbugs are absolutely un-
known; fleas, however, are legion.

I tossed about a bit, as one does in wholly new sur-
roundings, and just as I was finally dropping off to sleep,
came back to consciousness with a nervous start, opened
my eyes, and saw in the darkness, silhouetted against the
bright outside moonlight, a silent black-cloaked figure
crouching over me.

I had an unpleasant half-second of unreasoning fear,
and started to leap up. Then I recognized Mitkhal.
He had come to see how I was resting. He bent down,
carefully pulled up the quilt around my shoulder, then
went stealthily away. It was the first time I had been
"tucked into bed55 since my mother had done it when
I was a little boy.